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coarse Abbas, and sometimes a goatskin garment under-
neath, with the hair inwards* Some of them started
to be a nuisance, poking the aeroplane about. We
gave them cigarettes and matches, although most of
them did not appear to know how to strike a match,
But they pocketed a box and continually made signs
for more! They would insist on smoking underneath
the engines, and it was a terrible job to keep them off.
But they seemed very friendly and grinned, showing
large numbers of teeth. They moved about in a funny
cat-like way. The real desert Bedouin is unlike the
man you see in Baghdad.
By and by the Sheikh rode up, a handsome young
fellow with an incipient beard, I should judge about
twenty-five years of age.1 The rest seemed to be in
considerable awe of him and murmured, "Sheikh!
Sheikh!" I went up to him, leaving Barrett to guard
the door of the Vernon, and said in my best Arabic,
"Salaam Aleikum," "Peace be on you.'* He replied
without hesitating, "W'aleikum es Salaam,*' "And on
you be peace*" He had a sort of right-hand man with
him. I found this man could read Arabic. He had
a cigarette lighter, the sort with an orange cord. I
had a sheet of paper with a certain number of sentences
written in English and Arabic. So I got this out
and induced him to read to me, so that I could learn
how to pronounce the words. Soon I was getting on
famously and they understood me when I said "Mam-
noon," "Thank you," to them.
Meanwhile I was dishing out cigarettes and matches
— I had a box of fifty "Gold Flake" in readiness
* I believe he was Aftan ibn Sliarqi, Sheikh of the Albu MaMseetkm
of the Dulaim tribe.

